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you that the devil is the enemy of God, but they did
not tell you that God becomes his CN1n enemy in the
service of man. They taught you that love often
grCN1s overripe and sours into hatred, but they did
not tell you that budding hatred can also bloom into
love. They taught you that Satan can make himself
as an angel of light, but you did not learn that God
chooses to dwell in thick darkness. Vengeance
belongs to God, but it is not His greatest gift.• His
wings swept out wide, to encompass the city, and
as they opened, colors unfolded in the spaces between the feathers, iridescent rainbows of blue and
green and yellCNI and red, some dusky as smoke,
some as bright as the phoenix. As the vision smote
me, I threw myself dCNln on the floor and convulsive-

ly drew my hands to my f?fes. His words n<YN
whispered almost inaudibly in my head, though I felt
the room vibrate with their rhythm. How arduously
you have served for hatred, Antonio! Would you
serve half so well for Jove? If only you would serve
for love!

Then I lost consciousness.
When I came to myself, the vision was gone.
His words remained behind, sounding and resounding and echoing in my ears. I crouched on the floor
for some time, trembling and weeping. Then I rose
and washed my face and went to find the Lady Matilda

TIIE CRIMSON BERRIES
by Deborah L Hunt
Alec longingly pressed his forehead to the win-

dCNlpane. The sun was finally coming out. Behind
him, he heard the cf atter of his nanny's footsteps in
the hallway as she approached. He sighed and
fidgeted with the latch. He had been cooped up with
her all afternoon, and who knew what thrills laid waiting for him in the fields and woods behind his
parents' slMllmer house.
He couldn't take it 8nf longer. He went and
found his mother busy amongst her needlepoint.
After a moment she looked up at him. It only took a
few minutes of earnest begging this time for her to
agree, and then he burst outside through the back
door, his blue jacket flapping in the wind.
Running for just the sake of running, he tore
through the long grass behind the house, but then
he caught sight of the woods and headed there. The
woods smelled damp from the recent rain, and the
leaves squished beneath his feet. Alec ran and
jumped over rocks and logs until he thought he
might drop from exhaustion.
Wrth his breath pounding in his chest, he
looked to the ground for interesting twigs and
stones. The pale green inside of a branch's broken
end peeked out at him. Alec pulled it out. It was a
small branch that looked as if it could have been
made by a fairy. Crimson berries dangled from it.
He turned the branch around in his hand and gazed
up at the trees. There was no way this branch could
have come from one of these.
"Alec,• his mother's voice called in the wind.
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His m«her would never allCNI a branch in the
house. She'd say it was a dirty outside thing, even if
he cleaned it. He couldn't hide the branch on himseff either, not with nanny insisting on taking his
coat off. Alec placed the branch next to a rock
where he could find it the next day, and he ran back
to his parents' house.
That night in his room, he laid in his bed and
stared at the ceiling, thinking about the branch he
had found. It had been a very <ifferent branch, unlike 8f'f'/ other one he had seen before. W~ would
such a branch be there when there was no tree or
bush for it to come from, if it wasn't a magical one?

The branch puzzled his thoughts further. He
dreamt of it repeatedly that night, and in the morning he ran back to the woods as soon as he could
wrangle himself awat.
He found the branch still la.ting beside the
rock. Crouching oown, he pulled it out to see that it
was slightly dirty, but still whole. Its crimson berries
swayed as he held it up before him. It was such a
special branch.
At first he clutched it far above him, letting the
leaves ripple like sails in the breeze, as he ran
through the field and spun about with it. When he
tired of that, he drew pictures in the ground with the
branch's tip until he came back into the woods
where he had found it. He gave a bored sigh. The
branch had seemed so special at first. Now it
seemed no more than a branch. His thoughts drifted
awat from it.

Idly, he looked up to the sky for another diversion and watched a leaf fall from a tree, spiraling
downwards to drop into a small pool of water that he
hadn't noticed beside him. He went and stood
before it. Its surface was as calm as glass.
Wrth little thought, he plucked three berries
from the branch and dropped them into the pool to
disturb the smoothness. The berries sank to the bottom and stayed there. It hadn't been very exciting,
he thought.
He looked up for something else to do when
the water in the pool began to churn. The water bubbled and popped. Up from the pool emerged three
small crimson birds.
One of the birds had the fallen leaf on its back,
which it shook off. Alec stared in amazement. The
three birds scrambled to the edge of the pool, dried
themselves, and then flew all around him. They
darted in and out, teasing him. As his amazement
passed, he laughed while the birds came closer and
farther, again and again.
At last they fluttered to a nearby b<anch. He
approached them. They were crimson as the berries, he realized as he held the branch up before
them. If three berries from the branch had brought
up three crimson birds, what would one cluster of
berries bring up, he wondered.
Wrth little hesitation, he dropped one cluster of
berries into the pool. A moment later the water
churned and popped once more. This time the
churning was longer. Up from the pool climbed a
small crimson fawn.
Alec gaped at the fawn as it stumbled around
the pool. He held his hand out to it. The fawn raised
its head and came delicately forward to lick his
fingers. He looked back to the three birds and then
back to the fawn. It was magic, he thought.
For a few minutes, he just stood there, the
fawn coming around him, the birds twittering on the
branch. They were all so beautiful and kind to him.
What else would the berries bring If he dropped
even more berries into the pool?
He wanted to know. Deftly, he plucked three
more clusters from the branch. There were only a
few left. He held the berries quite high CNer the pool
and let them fall. Plunk, they sank into the water.
The woods seemed very silent right then, as If
the wood noises and the wind had suddenly
stopped. Nothing was happening in the pool. He
took a step forward. The water began to violently
stir. Frightened, he backed up to the tree with the
birds. The water splashed and shot upwards. He
began to tremble. What was he bringing forth?
The water stopped splashing arid to his horror
there stood a crimson elf. The elf looked all around
with its crimson eyes until it spotted him.
"Ah. Twas you that brought me to llfe, • the

said in a whine that made him shudder. •Give me
the rest of the berries so that I can be bigger.•
"No. I won't,• he cried and put the berries immediately behind his back. He could already tell that
he elf was evil. There was no way he was going to
give it the berries.
The elf climbed out of the pool and started to
waddle at him. It had horrible teeth and mottled
skin. It stuck its hand out towards the branch.
"Give me the berries from the branch,• it
demanded.
"No," he shouted.
The elf stopped. Apparently, the elf couldn't
physically take the berries from him. It was afraid of
the branch, bt.i he saw it slowly gaze around and
spy the fawn and the birds.
"Give me the berries, or I will take them and
eat them to make me more powerful,• the elf said in
a threatening manner.
Alec stood there shaking in realization that the
elf was so evil it would eat the fawn and the birds
arr(Way, even it he did give it the berries.
"An hour, little boy," the elf cried and went running for the woods, disappearing into the brush. He
could see the brush mCNing wildly for a moment and
then all was silent.
He looked back to the fawn and the birds at
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the tree. He had to protect them, but how? He could
hide them, but the elf would still fine them. He had
nothing he could use against the elf except for the
woods itself.
In a hurry, he stuck the berry branch into his
back pocket and began to pull all the ivy from the
ground that he could. He would trip the elf and dispose of it from there. The ivy was stiff, but he tied it
together the best he could and led it across that
front of a large tree, hiding it in the brush so the elf
couldn't see it.
Wrth a gentle hand, he led the fawn to the
tree. The birds flew over by themselves to land on
the nearest branch. He crouched down behind the
next tree and held the ivy like rope's end, ready to
pull it.
The woods stayed silent. He could even hear
the crimson birds rustling their wings . A crushing
sound came through the brush, breaking the quiet.
The hour was up. He peered around the tree's
trunk. It was the elf.

The elf came trudging forward, its crimson
face just as ugly. It looked around the clearing, and
then it saw the fawn and the birds by themselves.
"Hah, • the elf laughed, as if it knew he would
desert them.
It came slowly towards them, clenching its
fingers in greed. He held his breath. The elf moved
in closer. The fawn and the birds stirred in panic.
Wrth a quici< heave, he yanked the ivy rope. The elf
tripped and tangled up in the rope trap.
Leaping out, he grabbed a stick and rushed at
the elf. The elf screamed and thrashed at him. He
struck it. It gave a horrible yell, breaking free from
the ivy rope.
Surprised by the elf s quick escape, he
dropped his stick to the ground. The elf kicked it
aside. He yelled at the elf, but it only sneered and
laughed. Quick, he thought, what was the elf afraid
of? Wrenching free the berry branch from the back
pocket, he held it before him. The elf gave a scream
at the sight of it. It ran from the fawn and the birds.
He raced after the elf, swinging the branch
again and again. The elf scrambled over the brush
and rocks until it gave a screech as it fell into the
JX>OI of water.
He ran to the JX>Ol's edge only to see the elf
rise from it once more. He swung the branch at the
elf. It jumped from the water and ran for the woods.
Leaping over the rocks and brush, the elf merely
plunged over. He chased it. He had to try to stop it.
The elf ran further into the woods, the part of
the woods he didn't know. Suddenly the elf was
gone from the path. He ran on ahead, looking all
atx>ut for it. The woods seemed to loom largely with
coarse trees and thicker brush.
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The elf suddenly leapt out, clinging to his
back. He rolled to the ground and knocked the elf
off him. Mightily, he swung the brush as it was his
only defense. The elf backed up and screamed.
Wrth a violent rumble, the ground opened up
beneath the elf and then him. Down the slope of a
small ravine, he saw the elf tumbling before him as
his own body fell down the muddy slope.
The elf was so light, it flew outwards to strike
the water of a river. He tumbled to the river's side,
the branch in his grasp touching the water.
Up from where the elf had been, burst a splendid flock of crimson birds. He stared at the flock and
then the branch touching the water. The elf was
gone. The branch had turned it into the birds. That
was why the elf had been so afraid of it. The branch
could give life through the berries in the water, and
yet the branch could take that life and transform it.
Alec stood up from the river bank and watched
the flock of birds until they were no longer in sight. It
was hard to believe that they had been the elf when
the elf had been so evil, and the birds were so joyful.
Wrth the berry branch still in his hand, He
climbed up the river bank to find the fawn and the
birds. Their lives were much more valuable to him
than any thrills he could want. They were still by the
tree. He stayed with them a moment, the birds darting about him and the fawn licking his hand.
Suddenly, as if a gust of wind called them,
they left him to disappear into the woods. He
watched after them for a long moment and then
looked down at the branch. They would be safe
now. What should he do with the branch now, he
wondered. The safest place he could think of for it
was deep within the ground.
He buried the branch there and stood up to
look at the woods once more. The fawn and the
birds were now out there somewhere. Wrth one
glance back with hope of one more glimpse of crimson. he ran back home.

